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EXPLANATORY  NOTE 


Great  Britain  is  engaged  in  a  war  from  which,  as  we  believe, 
there  was  offered  to  our  nation  no  honourable  way  of  escape. 
The  desire  of  all  who  love  their  country  is  to  serve  it  in  the 
hour  of  its  need,  and  so  to  live  and  labour  that  those  who  have 
fallen  in  its  service  may  not  have  died  in  vain.  While  this 
may  suffice  to  make  immediate  duty  clear,  the  war  remains 
in  the  deepest  sense  a  challenge  to  Christian  thought.  The 
present  bitter  struggle  between  nations  which  for  centuries 
have  borne  the  Christian  name  indicates  some  deep-seated 
failure  to  understand  the  principles  of  Christ  and  to  apply 
them  to  human  affairs. 

This  series  of  papers  embodies  an  attempt  to  reach,  by  com- 
mon thought,  discussion  and  prayer,  a  truer  understanding 
of  the  meaning  of  Christianity  and  of  the  mission  of  the 
Church  to  the  individual,  to  society  and  to  the  world. 

Those  who  are  promoting  the  issue  of  these  papers  are 
drawn  from  different  political  parties  and  different  Christian 
bodies.  They  believe  that  the  truth  they  seek  can  be  attained 
only  by  providing  for  a  measure  of  diversity  in  expression. 
Therefore  they  do  not  accept  responsibility  for  the  opinions 
of  any  paper  taken  alone.  But  in  spirit  they  are  united, 
for  they  are  one  in  the  conviction  that  in  Christ  and  in  His 
Gospel  lies  the  hope  of  redemption  and  health  for  society  and 
for  national  life. 
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Year  after  year,  since  we  were  children  at  school,  we 
have  counted  up  the  weeks,  and  then  the  days,  to  Christ- 
mas !  And  now  again  the  time  draws  near  the  birth  of 
Christ.  But  this  year,  though  we  count  the  days,  our 
feelings  are  changed.  We  ask  ourselves,  what  will  this 
Christmas  be  like  ?  How  shall  we  feel  with  the  world 
at  war — at  Christmas  ?  With  what  greetings  shall  we 
meet  our  friends  ?    How  shall  we  keep  the  Feast  ? 

There  is  a  famous  passage  in  which  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson  describes  the  beauty  and  the  wonder  and  the 
peace  of  a  Sunday  morning  in  the  Cevennes — the  quiet 
mountain-side  with  the  trees  and  meadows,  and  the  little 
river  *  seagreen,  shot  with  watery  browns \  its  clear  pools 
lying  under  the  blue  air,  sparkling  in  the  sun.  We  have 
all  known  those  peaceful  Sundays  when  the  pathetic 
fallacy  holds  us  so  easily  and  we  believe  that  all  Nature 
is  in  tune  with  the  day.  1  All  the  time  I  went  on/ 
Stevenson  says,  '  I  never  forgot  it  was  the  Sabbath  : 
the  stillness  was  a  perpetual  reminder,  and  I  heard  in 
spirit  the  church-bells  clamouring  all  over  Europe,  and 
the  psalms  of  a  thousand  churches.'  And  if  this  experi- 
ence is  true  of  innumerable  and  memorable  Sundays 
when  we  too  felt  the  sabbatical  peace,  it  is  with  a  sharp 
sense  of  trouble  and  wrong  that  we  approach  Christmas, 
the  day  of  all  others  consecrated  to  peace  and  goodwill, 
and  remember  that  we  are  still  at  war. 

Wordsworth  found  his  '  hour  of  feeling  ;  in  the  early 
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spring-time,  in  the  first  mild  day  of  March,  when  there 
was  "  a  blessing  in  the  air,"  and  Love 

an  universal  birth 
From  heart  to  heart  was  stealing. 

Wordsworth  was  the  high  priest  of  Nature,  and  thinking 
of  the  natural  world,  but  no  such  season  stirs  the  heart 
more  deeply  than  Christmas — though  Nature  seems 
never  so  hard  and  cold — and  the  day  which  comes  with 
the  wonderful  memories  and  a  sound  of  the  bells, 
happy  greetings,  thoughts  .  of  friends,  and  an  especial 
remembrance  of  the  lonely  and  the  poor.  At  Christmas, 
of  all  times,  love  steals  insensibly  from  human  heart  to 
human  heart  ;  the  old  grudges  fall  away :  charity 
becomes  natural,  and  we  cast  off  the  works  of  darkness 
and  strive  to  put  on  the  armour  of  light,  because  at  this 
time  Christ  came  to  visit  us  in  great  humility.  '  Love 
came  down  at  Christmas  '  :  the  Word  was  made  flesh 
and  dwelt  amongst  us,  and  a  great  longing  comes  into 
many  hearts  that  we  too  may  become  sons,  and  nke  our 
Father  in  Heaven  whose  name  is  Love  and  in  whom  is 
no  darkness  at  all. 

If  Stevenson  heard  the  music  of  all  the  bells  of  Europe 
that  Sunday  morning,  what  sounds  will  come  to  us  on 
Christmas  morning  as  we  listen  with  the  imagination 
sharpened  by  the  long,  intolerable  strain  ?  Instead  of 
the  happy  clamouring  of  bells  there  will  be  silence  from 
many  a  ruined  tower  and  battered  steeple  and,  instead, 
the  battle  of  the  warrior  with  confused  noise,  and  a 
horrible  sense  of  garments  rolled  in  blood.  f  Yet  Christ- 
mas comes  in  the  morning.'  This  year  how  sadly  that 
day  must  dawn  for  us  all ! 

For  war,  though  it  brings  with  it  heroism  and  sacrifice, 
and  beautiful  things  of  which  some  of  us  never  dreamed — 
war  even  at  its  noblest  must  always  bring  sadness  into 
the  hearts  of  those  who  try  to  see  with  the  eyes  of  Christ. 
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War  even  at  its  best !  And  at  its  worst  who  can  measure 
the  sin  and  the  shame  and  the  waste  and  the  loss  and 
the  unutterable  pain  that  war  brings  to  innocent  and 
guilty  alike  ? 

Hark  how  the  horses  charge  !    In  boys,  boys  in ! 
The  battle  totters  ;  now  the  wounds  begin. 

0,  how  they  cry  ! 

0,  how  they  die  ! 
The  battle 's  won  and  lost 
That  many  a  life  hath  cost. 

Many  are  happy — with  all  the  suffering — in  the  oppor- 
tunity of  their  death,  but  the  short  verse  in  the  Bible 
comes  home  to  human  hearts.  Jesus  wept.  The  tears 
must  come  because  a  friend  has  gone.  But  there  was 
a  strong  crying  once,  very  different  from  those  quiet  tears. 
There  was  a  vision  not  of  natural  or  honourable  death, 
but  of  all  the  horrors  that  follow  in  the  track  of  war. 
Thine  enemies  shall  cast  a  trench  about  thee,  and  compass 
thee  round,  and  keep  thee  in  on  every  side,  and  shall  lay  thee 
even  with  the  ground,  and  thy  children  within  thee  ;  and 
they  shall  not  leave  in  thee  one  stone  upon  another  ! 

I  know  this  is  only  one  side  of  war,  but  we  must  see  it 
— now  at  Christmas — yes,  all  the  new  awfulness  of  modern 
war  ;  while  the  beautiful  words  of  Peace  and  Goodwill 
ring  in  our  ears. 

There  are  always  mourners  at  Christmas,  but  this  year 
there  are  so  many  that  mourn.  There  are  so  many  empty 
places  at  the  fireside,  so  many  that  will  never  be  filled. 
On  Christmas  Day  the  sense  of  loss  will  come  afresh  in  so 
many  homes,  in  England,  and  in  the  countries  of  our  allies, 
and  in  Germany.  It  is  a  sweet  and  glorious  thing  to  die 
for  one's  country,  and  a  glorious  thing,  and  bitter-sweet, 
to  give  our  dear  ones  for  a  noble  cause,  and  yet  so  many 
mothers  at  Christmas  must  weep  for  their  sons,  because  they 
are  not ;  and  though  many,  thank  God,  are  comforted, 
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and  will  give  thanks  with  a  sad  and  noble  pride,  for 
many  this  high  courage  is  hard.  And  for  some  there 
seems  no  relief.  So  many  homes  are  left  in  blackened 
ruins.  Men,  women,  children,  all  are  gone  :  dead,  lost, 
exiled,  poor,  how  shall  we  measure  the  misery  of  Belgium, 
and  the  fair  cities  of  France  ?  How  can  we  understand  the 
suffering  of  to-day,  and  to-morrow,  and  all  the  long 
tale  of  woe  that  must  follow  in  the  days  to  come  ?  No  one 
yet  has  written  a  true  history  of  any  war.  We  read  of 
the  battles,  the  numbers  engaged,  the  loss  and  cost  of 
it  all,  but  these  are  the  things  on  the  surface.  No  one  has 
gone  deep  and  estimated  the  moral  cost  of  the  war  ;  the 
moral  impoverishment  and  suffering  of  children  and 
children's  children,  directly  and  indirectly,  as  the  result 
of  war.  There  are  the  empty  places  this  Christmas  in 
many  homes — left  by  '  warriors  \  happy  '  as  every  man 
in  arms  should  wish  to  be  ' :  but  there  are  other  places 
empty — may  we  not  be  plain  ?— to  which  some  may  by 
and  by  return,  not  as  they  went  away,  fired  with  a  noble 
purpose,  pure,  with  young  enthusiasm,  but  wit  If*  soiled 
souls,  fallen  men,  with  the  knowledge  that  others  have 
suffered  through  their  fault,  and  that  for  them,  and  others, 
life  will  never  be  so  pure  and  beautiful  a  thing  as  it,  was 
before.  It  is  sad  for  men  to  die  before  their  time,  but 
yet,  in  a  sense,  we  need  not  grieve  for  those  generous 
spirits,  whom  no  shape  of  danger  could  dismay,  or  thought 
of  tender  happiness  turn  aside  from  duty,  even  if  they 
must  go  to  dust  without  anything  the  world  calls  '  fame 
If  there  is  grief  here,  it  is 

Confirming,  cleansing,  raising,  making  free  ; 

it  brings  thoughts  which  are  '  great  and  grave  '  and  which 
last  on,  and  mingle  with  great  joys  and  pride.  But  of 
these  other  sorrows  what  are  we  to  say  ? — and  some  of 
them  will  be  sharp  this  Christmas  time  ;  or  dull,  with  a 
dim  sense  in  the  home  that  something  is  wrong  and  the 
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boy  is  not  the  same  because  of  the  war.  Sad  stories  have 
come  from  some  of  our  camps  and  from  the  cities  where 
the  soldiers,  in  whom  we  felt  such  pride,  are  quartered, 
stories  of  drunkenness,  stories  of  shame.  We  don't  talk 
of  these  things.  It  is  surely  not  for  us  to  apportion  the 
blame  ;  indeed,  if  the  question  is  raised,  how  much  of  the 
blame  must  be  laid  at  our  own  doors  ?  But  we  know  there 
will  be  many  an  aching  heart,  when  Christmas  comes, 
which  has  no  medicine  of  pride.  There  will  be  many 
mourners  this  Christmas,  and  yet,  if  we  come  to  think 
of  it,  may  we  not  wonder  that  there  are  so  few  ?  The 
other  day  I  came  by  accident  across  that  fantastic 
passage  in  The  Crown  of  Wild  Olive  in  which  Ruskin  tells 
the  women  of  England  that  they  might  stop  all  war, 
if  they  would,  by  wearing  mourning,  '  a  mute's  black  ', 
with  no  jewel,  no  ornament,  nor  any  excuse  for  any 
prettiness  at  all.  It  is  a  characteristic  passage,  but  what 
struck  me,  as  I  read  it  again,  was  not  the  thought  of  a 
world  of  women  in  mourning,  but  the  charge  that  women 
did  not— would  not — truly  mourn  at  all.  'You  fancy 
that  you  are  sorry  for  the  pain  of  others.  .  .  .  You  know, 
or  at  least  you  might  know  if  you  would  think,  that  every 
battle  you  hear  of  has  made  many  widows  and  orphans  ' , 
but  '  We  have,  none  of  us,  heart  enough  truly  to  mourn  with 
them'.  Wear  the  outer  symbol  of  mourning  that  they 
did  not  feel  was  the  least — so  he  put  it — that  the  women 
could  do. 

'  We  might  know  if  we  would  think  !  '  But  we  do  not 
think,  we  are  not  willing  to  take  so  many  woes  of  others 
to  heart.  The  infinite  pain  of  the  world  outside  means  so 
little  to  us.  We  take  the  inevitableness  of  the  miseries 
of  others  for  granted  : 

Things  like  that,  you  know,  must  be 
In  every  famous  victory  ! 

But  the  trouble  is  there,  and  sometimes  we  get  a  vision 
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of  '  the  infinite  pity  '  that  cares  for  the  '  infinite  pain  ' . 
God  so  loved  the  world  that  He  sent  His  Son — at  Christmas. 

In  Bruges,  the  lovely  mediaeval  city  now  so  often  in 
our  minds,  in  the  Church  of  Our  Lady  there  stands 
a  well-known  group  from  the  hand  of  Michael  Angelo, 
the  beautiful  figures  of  the  Mother  and  Child  that  found 
a  home  there  four  hundred  years  ago,  where  long  ago 
Albrecht  Durer  saw  it  on  one  of  his  journeys  and  won- 
dered at  it,  standing,  as  so  many  of  us  have  done,  in  the 
wonderful  church  and  rendering  his  homage  to  the 
master's  hand.  There  it  remains,  in  these  sad  days,  the 
placid  Mother  and  the  pleased  and  placid  Child. 

They,  used  to  leave  it,  before  the  war,  on  that  side 
altar  all  day  long,  I  think,  with  nothing  to  obscure  its 
beauty  from  the  tourists  who  came  before  it,  guide-book 
in  hand.  But  when  the  day  was  over  and  all  the  idle 
visitors  were  gone,  then  the  sacristan  would  put  back 
the  great  black  cross  with  the  figure  of  the  Crucified,  and 
Good  Friday  shadowed  Christmas  Day.  That  was  the 
time  I  loved  best  to  stay  in  that  noble  churoll  when 
I  was  in  Bruges,  and  watch  the  light  of  day  go  out,  and 
the  candles  begin  to  burn  out  clear  in  the  north  aisle 
where  the  old  women,  and  boys,  and  men  were  at  their 
prayers,  and  the  great  shadows  fell  across  the  nave. 
And  I  used  to  think  how  a  painter  might  have  found 
a  subject  there  in  the  uncertain  light — those  lovely 
marble  figures  in  the  shadow,  and  the  black  cross  cutting 
through  the  group  so  insistently  with  its  sharp  lines. 

It  was  indeed  very  beautiful  as  a  study  in  colour  and 
light  and  shade  and  composition.  But  it  is  not  only 
the  picture  that  remains  from  those  keenly  remembered 
moments  in  the  church  as  night  came  on.  There  came 
grave  moving  thoughts  about  the  cradle  and  the  cross. 

A  child,  more  than  all  other  gifts, 
Brings  hope  with  it  and  forward-looking  thoughts. 

'  Hope  ?  * — not  only  hope  for  the  Mother  of  Christ,  but 
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many  'forward-looking  thoughts',  hopes  and  fears  to 
ponder  over  in  her  heart.  Yea,  a  sword  shall  pierce 
through  thine  own  soul  also  !  Many  this  Christmas,  the 
festival  of  the  Mother  and  the  Child,  will  remember  Our 
Lady  of  Sorrows  and  will  understand. 

'  A  child  brings  with  it  forward-looking  thoughts  !  ' 
Ever,  at  Christmas,  as  we  grow  older,  we  learn  to  look 
on  from  the  cradle  to  the  cross.  It  is  not  really  strange 
that 

the  darkest  hour 
That  ever  dawned  on  sinful  earth 
Should  touch  the  heart  with  softer  power 

In  comfort,  than  an  angel's  mirth  ; 
That  to  the  cross  the  mourner's  eye  should  turn 
Sooner  than  where  the  stars  of  Christmas  burn. 

The  cross  was  inevitable.  God  so  loved  the  world  that 
He  sent  His  Son — at  Christmas — in  infinite  pity  for  the 
infinite  pain.  First  the  cradle  and  then  the  cross — and 
the  baptism  with  which  we  too  may  be  baptized,  and  the 
cup  we  may  share.  The  birth  and  the  death  are  one  : 
an  inevitable  road  lay  between  the  inn  and  '  the  place 
of  a  skull  \  There  was  myrrh  brought  to  the  cradle, 
and  to  the  cross,  and  myrrh  with  the  spices  at  the  grave. 
He  was  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  in  the  manger  and 
sent  bound  to  the  cross,  and  yet  some  'said  at  Bethlehem 
A  King  is  born,  and  at  Calvary  This  was  the  Son  of 
God. 

At  Christmas  it  is  inevitable  that  the  old  question  of  the 
failure  of  Christianity  should  be  raised  once  more.  Men, 
not  only  in  Germany  and  throughout  Europe,  but  more 
and  more  in  England,  feel  the  subtle  influence  of  the  new 
teaching  about  Valour.  '  Two  great  forces,'  we  are  told, 
k  contend  for  men's  allegiance  :  Napoleon  and  Christ. 
In  Europe  this  conflict  for  the  mastery  over  the  minds  of 
men  is  the  most  significant  spiritual  phenomenon  of  the 
twentieth  century.    You  meet  with  it  in  England  and  in 
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America,  as  in  Austria  and  Spain.  You  meet  with  it  even 
in  Italy.  In  Russia  Tolstoi's  furious  attacks  are  a  proof 
of  its  increasing  sway.  The  new  spirit  in  France  is  its 
unacknowledged  derivative.  But  it  is  in  Germany  alone 
that  as  yet  Napoleonism  has  acquired  something  of  the 
clearness  and  self -consistency  of  a  formulated  creed.' 
There  it  is,  transforming  the  principles  of  everyday  life, 
breathing  a  new  spirit  into  Ethics,  '  transfiguring  the 
tedious  half -hypocritical  morality  of  an  earlier  generation ' . 

Long  ago  Carlyle,  in  France,  looking  at  the  figure  of 
Christ  on  the  Cross,  forewarned  us  of  the  change.  e  Poor 
fellow  ' — how  the  words  burn  themselves  into  the  memory 
— '  Poor  fellow  !  Your  day  is  over.'  And  many  now 
think  it  is  so  indeed.  One  of  the  characteristic  things 
about  Nietzsche  is  his  supreme  contempt  for  the  timid 
critics  who  stripped  Christianity  only  of  its  1  dogmas  ', 
and  left  the  ethical  system  of  Jesus  alone.  It  was  his 
pride  that  he  had  brushed  everything  away  and  made 
— so  he  believed — the  turning-point  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  Ye  have  heard  men  say,  1  Blessed  are  tfte  peace- 
makers,' but  I  say  unto  you,  *  Blessed  are  the  war-makers, 
for  they  shall  be  called,  if  not  the  children  of  Jahve,  the 
children  of  Odin,  who  is  greater  than  Jahve3.  *  Corsica,' 
in  a  word,  says  a  modern  interpreter  of  German  thought, 
'  has  conquered  Galilee.'  Christianity  has  been  weighed 
in  the  balances  and  found  wanting. 

But  ever  in  the  Christian  Church  the  song  of  Hope  comes 
anew.  '  Unto  us  a  child  is  born  !  '  Can  we  help  taking 
these  mysterious  words  of  the  old  prophet,  whatever  they 
meant  when  he  uttered  them  first,  and  remembering  them 
when  we  think  of  the  manger  where  Mary  laid  her  first- 
born child,  because  there  was  no  room  for  them  in  the  inn, 
and  called  Him  Jesus  because  He  was  to  save  us  from  our 
sins.  Can  we  forget  those  other  names  :  Wonderful, 
Counsellor,  the  Mighty  God,  the  Everlasting  Father,  the 
Prince  of  Peace  !  Is  His  day  over  ?  Has  it  yet  begun  ? 
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Still  in  the  '  inn  of  this  world  '  there  is  no  room  for  the 
Saviour ;  but  at  Christmas  the  door  of  the  heart  stands 
ajar  again,  and  the  power  of  love  begins  to  move. 

We  are  always  talking  of  the  causes  of  the  war,  studying 
the  White  Papers  and  reading  over  again  the  speeches 
delivered  in  Parliament  on  those  critical  August  days. 
Or  we  are  busy  with  the  e  deeper  causes  '  of  the  war,  as  we 
call  them,  rooted  far  back  into  the  history  of  Europe  ; 
and  we  fasten  our  attention  on  geography  and  the  problem 
of  race  ;  the  trend  of  modern  thought  in  Germany,  and 
the  influence  of  her  teachers  and  great  men.  And  only 
slowly  we  become  aware  of  the  deepest  cause  of  the  war, 
which  lies  in  the  heart  of  man. 

In  these  days  we  hear  much  of  the  '  will  to  power ' ,  and 
the  natural  man  feels  the  attraction,  even  while  he  shudders, 
of  the  Religion  of  Valour.  But  with  Christmas  comes 
once  more  the  attraction  of  the  will  to  love  : 

Love  came  down  at  Christmas, 
Love  all  lovely,  love  divine. 

Once  again  we  see  the  weakest,  strongest  thing  in  the 
world,  a  child — Love — was  born  at  Christmas,  when  God's 
Son  came  to  visit  us  in  great  humility.  And  it  came  to 
pass  in  those  days  that  Joseph  went  up  from  Galilee  with 
Mary  his  espoused  wife  unto  the  city  of  David,  which  is 
called  Bethlehem,  and  she  brought  forth  her  first-born  son, 
and  wrapped  him  in  swaddling  clothes  and  laid  him  in  a 
manger. 

The  Germans  and  the  English  have  many  things  in 
common  ;  loving  hearts  in  both  countries  are  counting 
the  days  to  Christmas,  and  when  Christmas  comes  in  the 
morning  many  hearts  will  be  sad,  thinking  of  last  Christ- 
mas Day  and  all  the  love  and  happiness  that  made  the 
home  so  dear.  Last  year  there  were  the  happy  gatherings, 
and  the  Christmas  tree  and  lighted  candles  and  the  silver 
star,  and  the  sweet  voices  sang  together  the  Heilige  Nacht 
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and  all  the  dear  familiar  Christmas  songs.  That  was  last 
year — but  this  year  who  will  light  the  candles  and  who 
will  sing  the  songs  ?  We  count  the  days  to  Christmas 
and  how  can  we  rejoice  ?  How  can  any  of  us  rejoice, 
though  no  '  bad  news  '  has  come  to  our  doors,  and  no 
personal  anxiety  for  those  we  love  casts  a  shadow  on  our 
home  ?  Here  in  England  and  in  Germany  our  brothers 
and  sisters  are  mourning,  men  and  women  we  shall  never 
know  and  never  see,  but  dear  to  God  ;  and  some  of  them, 
in  the  narrowest  sense,  our  brothers  and  sisters  in  Christ, 
with  whom  we  are  at  war  ! 

Has  Christianity  failed  after  all  ? 

Love  came  down  at  Christmas  and  we  see  the  weakest 
thing  in  the  world,  the  child — new-born — in  swaddling 
clothes,  laid  in  the  manger  because  there  was  no  room 
in  the  inn.  The  weakest  thing  in  the  world  ?  Not  so. 
There  is  one  thing  weaker  still — that  solitary  figure,  in 
the  darkness,  on  the  cross  !  And  when  Jesus  had  cried 
with  a  loud  voice,  He  said,  '  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  com- 
mend My  spirit '  ;  and  having  said  thus,  He  gafie  up  the 
Ghost.  The  will  to  love  brought  the  child  in  the  manger 
even  to  this  !  He  was  taken  from  prison  and  from  judge- 
ment ;  He  was  cut  off  out  of  the  land  of  the  living  ;  He  was 
*  lifted  up  \  If  that  were  the  end  of  the  story  Christ 
was  weak  indeed,  but  it  is  not  the  end — He  was  lifted  up, 
and  He  drew  all  men  unto  Him  ? 

So  the  Galilean  conquers  always  wherever  the  exhibi- 
tion of  His  love  is  made,  and  the  old  '  strong  gods  '  go 
down  before  Him  because  in  the  end  He  is  stronger  than 
they.  His  power  begins  in  the  cradle  and  goes  on  through 
the  cross.  He  was  cut  off  out  of  the  land  of  the  living 
and  is  alive  for  evermore.  The  sure  and  certain  hope  of 
the  Christian  lies  in  Bethlehem  and  Calvary  and  the 
open  grave. 

The  Galilean  conquers,  but  slowly,  slowly,  the  victory 
is  won.    Slowly  because  God  is  content  to  work  through 
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men  and  women,  and  we  are  so  slow  to  understand, 
that  many  of  us  can  hardly  be  counted  as  fellow-workers 
with  Him  at  all.  Stradivarius  in  the  poem  believed  that  if 
his  hand  slacked  he  should  rob  God,  God  himself  needing 
'  best  men  to  help  Him.' 

1  God  choosing  me  to  help  Him.' 

That  is  what  he  thought  about  his  partnership  with  God, 
and  surely  it  was  a  great  belief. 

We  pray  that  the  Kingdom  may  come.  But  what 
have  we  done — thinking  of  the  war,  which  is  ever  in 
our  minds — what  have  we  done  to  make  God's  will 
prevail  in  Europe  as  in  Heaven  ?  Where  have  His 
'  best  men  '  been  to  help  Him  ?  Is  it  possible — to 
bring  the  matter  home — that  God,  in  Milton's  great 
phrase,  having  some  great  purpose  on  hand,  'as  His 
manner  is  ',  turned  to  '  His  Englishmen '  and  found  them 
wanting  ?  Does  He  still  say, '  I  looked  and  there  was  none 
to  help  ;  and  I  wondered  that  there  was  none  to  uphold '. 

It  is  not  a  thing  of  yesterday  or  to-day.  The  war, 
when  it  came,  most  of  us  believe  was  inevitable.  But 
who  can  deny  that  '  the  conditions  which  have  made 
this  catastrophe  possible, — as  we  think,  inevitable, — 
are  essentially  unchristian.  There  are  words  in  that 
message  '  To  Men  and  Women  of  Goodwill ',  published 
in  the  first  days  of  the  war,  which  go  home  to  us  all. 
'  No  nation,  no  Church,  no  individual  can  be  wholly 
exonerated.  We  have  all  participated  to  some  extent  in 
these  conditions.  We  have  been  content,  or  too  little 
discontented,  with  them.'  We  have  never  seen  as  we 
ought  to  have  seen  His  purpose  for  us  here.  We  have 
not  believed  as  we  should  in  the  power  of  God  and  His 
willingness — His  need  shall  we  say  ? — -of  the  children  of 
men  to  change  the  minds  and  the  hearts  of  men. 

I  remember  some  words  of  one  of  our  most  distinguished 
historians,  thrown  out  in  the  casual  talk  of  a  committee 
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once,  which  sank  very  deeply  into  my  mind :  '  We  have  to 
make  men  understand/  he  said,  '  that  what  happened 
once  in  a  little  place  called  Judaea  that  we  talk  about 
on  Sundays,  did  have  some  influence  on  the  history  of 
the  world.'  We  forget  it  so  easily,  but  it  is  true.  When 
the  new  teaching  came  it  did  not  change  opinion  merely 
about  God  and  the  life  to  come;  it  revolutionized  the 
life  of  man.  In  heathen  lands  that  revolution  still  goes 
on,  and  it  goes  on  still  in  lands  which  have  long  been 
Christian  in  name.    But  it  goes  on  slowly. 

Beneath  the  angels'  strain  have  rolled 
Two  thousand  years  of  wrong. 

The  time  of  Christ  comes  round  again,  but  it  is  true 
still  that 

Man  at  war  with  man  hears  not 
The  love  song  that  they  sing. 

Whose  is  the  fault  ?  Is  it  ours  ?  Have  we  been  deaf 
all  the  while  to  the  Christmas  message  and  never  realized 
that  we  should  hand  it  on  in  our  lives  ?  Have  we  fceen  con- 
tent to  talk  of  that  '  little  place  called  Judaea '  on 
Sundays,  and  Bethlehem,  the  least  of  all  the  cities  in 
Judah,  on  Christmas  Day,  and  not  seen  that  the  will  to 
love  is  the  ultimate  power  that  moves  the  world  ?  Once 
when  Dr.  Dale,  of  Birmingham,  was  thinking  out  his  Easter 
sermon,  the  fact  that  Christ  was  risen  became  so  real  that 
from  that  hour  his  preaching  changed,  and  every  Sunday 
it  became,  he  tells  us,  his  custom  to  choose  an  Easter 
hymn.  At  a  time  like  this  we  may  well  desire  our  place 
with  those  who 

Daily  hear  the  Angel-song 

'  To-day  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  born  I ' 

'  The  best  friend  of  peace  is  the  man  who  works  for  the 
strongest  and  most  effective  army.'  We  can  understand, 
of  course,  what  is  meant,  at  a  time  like  this,  when  we  believe 
God  calls  us  to  be  the  police  of  Europe  and  of  the  world. 
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We  know,  at  last,  the  immediate  value  of  the  strong  arm. 
Few  doubt,  as  the  terrible  days  go  on,  that  we  ought  to 
have  made  in  the  past  far  greater  preparations  for  war 
We  see  it  now.  But  we  see  no  further.  There  was  a 
preparation  also  for  peace  not  less  pressing,  surely,  and  for 
peace  how  many  made  any  preparation  at  all  ?  It  was 
enough  that  we  were  ready — or  should  have  been  ready 
— for  war.  And  all  the  time  most  of  us  forgot  to  prepare 
the  hearts  of  men  for  the  reign  of  goodwill  and  the  coming 
of  the  Kingdom  of  God.  We  did  so  little  to  find  out  for 
ourselves  the  mind  of  Christ.  We  understood  so  little  of 
the  mightiness  of  Love. 

Love  came  down  at  Christmas,  but  the  Child  in  the 
manger  from  the  first  was  on  His  way  to  the  cross.  There 
at  last  Love  was  lifted  up,  and  the  '  strong  son  of  God  * 
was  seen  conquering  and  to  conquer.  Love  may  wait 
long,  but  in  the  end  it  is  the  answer  to  every  problem. 
Love  conquers  all.  To-day  many  hearts  are  sad,  and 
on  Christmas  night,  it  is  true,  the  sky  was  dark — but 
there  was  a  star  !  On  Calvary  in  broad  day  there  came 
the  horror  of  a  great  darkness  till  the  ninth  hour,  but  on 
Easter  morning  when  they  came  with  the  spices  and  the 
myrrh,  that  sweet-and-bitter  drug — it  '  began  to  dawn  \ 
Love  moved  the  world.  Where  it  is  shown,  it  moves  it 
still,  and  love  (if  we  could  see  it !)  love  comes  down  at 
Christmas. 

It  is  told  of  one  of  the  followers  of  St.  Francis,  Jacopone 
da  Tode,  that  once  when  he  was  asked  why  he  wept, 
he  made  answer  '  I  weep  because  love  is  not  loved  '. 
It  is  easy  to  deride  that  simple  brother  of  the  poor. 
Men  affect  to  despise  '  sentiment ',  and  indeed  in  our 
day  we  so  conceal  our  '  feelings  '  that  sometimes  we  are 
unaware  how  deep  they  are,  and  how  surely  they  govern 
our  lives.  Love  tugs  at  the  heart  of  lover,  and  mother, 
and  child  ;  strong  men  are  obedient  to  love- 
Love  was,  and  is,  my  Lord  and  King  ! 
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It  is  not  a  thing  for  argument  ;  it  is  enough  to  state  the 
truth,  and  it  flies  home — 

amor  omnia  vincit, 
the  tritest,  truest  of  all  the  proverbs.  Love  waits  at 
Christmas  to  be  shed  abroad  in  the  hearts  of  men.  The 
Child  lifted  up  in  Mary's  arms  drew  wise  men  and  shep- 
herds to  Bethlehem,  the  Man  on  the  cross  draws  all  the 
world.  I — if  I  be  lifted  up  ! 

Love  comes  down  at  Christmas.  This  year,  in  Europe, 
in  countries  full  of  graves,  many  of  the  bells  will  be  dumb 
— and  here  the  sound  of  the  bells,  which  will  ring  out  over 
the  snow,  or  through  the  rain,  or  in  the  wintry  sunshine, 
will  fall  sadly  on  our  ears.  We  are  still  at  war — because 
love  is  not  loved.  The  deepest  cause  of  the  war — of  all 
war — lies  there. 

The  cry  is  still  everywhere  for  '  men  \  We  true  lovers 
of  peace — even  at  Christmas — call  with  the  rest.  We  ask 
for  men.  We  too  prepare  for  war,  for  the  Love  we  love 
is  not  all  gentle.  Nothing  can  be  so  severe,  so  #tern,  as 
love.  But  in  all  the  clatter  and  turmoil  of  the  prepara- 
tion for  war  we  hear  the  music  of  the  skies  and  the 
message  of  peace  to  those  to  whom  alone  peace  can 
come — the  men  of  goodwill ;  and  while  we  pray  for  the 
time  when  men  everywhere  will  fall  in  love  with  love 
there  comes  new  *  hope  and  forward  looking  thoughts  ' 
as  we  remember  that 

Jesus  Christ  our  Saviour 
Was  born  on  Christmas  Day. 
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